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lore   uneasy,   fearing   that  there was  every    possibility  of
he   whole  party  spending  the night in that shop.   It was a
niserable hut of one room, some odd   fifteen  by twenty feet,
ind the roof was badly thatched with straw.    The room   held
inder its roof the shop,   the   kitchen   and the  sleeping-place
Df the owner, and there was a pile of firewood in  one  corner.
The smoke from the damp wood in the fireplace, which  was
a mere hole in the ground   in   the middle   of the  room, was
terrific ;    the fire itself was never out, slumbering logs   being
kept   always for the benefit of travellers   who came often  to
pick up a little live  charcoal for  their Chhiluwts and also for
starting   fire   for   their  cooking.    In  this   limited   space the                 \ \
party   made  themselves   comfortable as  well   as they   could,                 ij J
while the men   prepared their tea in an  adjoining shed which                    j; I
had no walls, and    the  roof being of twigs,  supported   by a                     \: <]
few     poles,    rain   and   snow   dripped    through    constantly.                / j
Time   flew;   once  before  the   fire   with    their    hookahs   in
hand,   the   men   were  in    no    hurry  to start.    Soon  it was
five   o'clock  and   getting   dark;   now  it   was    evident  that
the party must spend   the  night  in   this   "awful  hole" as all
called it.    Mournalla was impossible.
Then the Swami became furious in his child-like impatience, and roared at them. They were all fools for having allowed him to undertake such a journey when there was the chance of a snow-fall. The eldest of them should have been wiser; the youngest should never have dissuaded him from his intention of visiting Almora first. All remained quiet, and Swamijt became after a time grave and silent, The Swami Virajananda had heard the reprimand of his Master with great uneasiness, especially because of the fear lest he falls ill on the way in the midst of jungles ; but he felt nevertheless that he had nothing to be blamed for. It had been the Swami's mistake, he said respectfully after a while, to have allowed the men to rest in preparing the tea and while away their time. The matter should have been left to him to decide as he knew the ways of the men better. If the stop had not been made, somehow they would have reached the